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The Tragedie 

ifeucr he hauc wife,!ct her be made * 

As miferablc by the death ofhim, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chcrtfcy withyoQr holy load 
Taken from Panics to be interred there : 

And (till as you area wcancof the waight, 

Reftyou whiles I lament King Henries coarfe. 

Enter Glojler. 

Glo. Stay youthatbearethecoarfe,and fetitdowne 
La. ^hatblacke magician comurcs vp this fiend 
To flop dcuotcd charitable deeds i 
i Glo. Villaioe-Jetdowne the coarfe, or by Saint Paul, 
- tiemakcacoarlcofhinujiatdifobeycs. 

-t#$~Gcn. My Lord Hand backhand let the coffin patfe* 
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^ Glo. Vnmancrd dog.ftand thou when 1 command) 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my baft, 

Or by Saint Paul He ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La.. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc J 
Alas J blame you ntft for you are mortal!, 

And morrall eyes cannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou dreadfull minifter of hell, 

Thou badft but power ouer his mortall bodie, 

His foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saintfbr charitie,be not fo cur ft. 

La. Foule diuef,for Gods fake hence and trouble vs nof, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell : „ 

Fild itwiihcurfing cries, and dccpccxclaimcs, 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefh. 

Biuili, blufli, thou lumpe offowle deformitie, 

Fortis thy prefence that exhales this blood 

From cold and cmpcic vcyncs where no blood dwels^ 

Tiay.deedinhumaneandvnnaturall, 

Prouokcs this deludge moft vnnaturafl; 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reuengehis death: 

O U earth which this blood dt inkft, reuengeji his deaths 
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Either heauen with lightning ftricke the murthcrer dead, brlkt 
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Or earth gape open wide, and cate him qnicke, * 

S:\jf - sis thou doeft fwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
fc^hich his Hcl-goucrnd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladie,you know nomles cfcharirie, 

Which rendtrsgood for bad,b!dlingsforcurfes, 

La. ^jdianncjthou ^nowft no jaw of.God nortnan: 

No bead fo fierce, but Itnowes fome touch ofprtr/e. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bead. 

La. Oh wondcrfull when dcuils tell the truth. n 
Glo. More wonderful! when Angels are fo angry 
Vouchfafcdiume perfetfion o fa woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue/ 

By circumftancc but to acquitc my felfe. 

La. ^ouchfafedcfufed inferftion of a man, 

For thefe knownccuiIs,buttogiuemeIcaue,’ 

By circumftancc to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can namcilhce, let me haue 
Some patient Icifurc to cxcufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, bat to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare / fliould acculc my felfe. 

La. And by difparing fhouldfl thou ftand cxcufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didcft.vnworthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are anddiueiifli flaueby thee. 

Glo. I did not^ill ycurhusband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

G/o. Nay, he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand 

Th bl ‘Jf e , thr ° r thoU Q»*ne Margret fa* 
Thy bffiodly faulch.onfmoking in hiTblood, 8 ?ll 

rhewhOTiou once didft bend again ft herbreft, 

But that thy brother beat afidc the poynr 

^ h r !j» ,d fi2£ir guilt vpon my gttiJtJefte ft,ou!dcrs 

L,. Thou waft prouo^ed by thy bloodic rr inde * 

Which neucr dreamt on ought** butchery? 

Didft tnou not kill thiskine- 1 ri x ' . 

Glo. F graft tyee, ^3 
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